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His life is defined by his 
sheer, almost limitless 
capacity for destruction and 
mayhem. With six distinct alt. 
forms, all of lethal design and 
intent, he is one of a kind, 
feared—almost equally—by 
both AUTOBOT adversaries 
and DECEPTICON allies. He 
is, in every sense of the 
expression, a living weapon. 
But he is also alone, isolated 
and shunned. His name... 


«+. IS SIXSHOT. 


Special thanks to Hasbro's Aaron 
Archer, Elizabeth Griffin, and 
Propenies Richard Zambarano for their 
Group. invaluable assistance. 


To discuss this issue of Transformers, or join 
the IDW Insiders, or to check out exclusive Web 
offers, check out our site: 


www.IDWPUBLISHING.com 
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Ma) THE PLANET YS°DEVIAN: 


THIS STELLAR-SPAN'S 
P BEEN 


EM SIXGHOT. 1 WAS MADE 
CONTROLLED 


ME My FELLOW DECEPT/CONS AVOID 
We COANE: ME. SHUN ME. I SCARE THEM, 
ALMOST_AS MUCH AS I DO THE 
AUTOBOTS I'M OCCASIONALLY 
TURNED LOOSE ON. AROUND ME... 


7 ws THERE'S ALWAYS. 
| COLLATERAL DAMAGE. 
\} a 


IN THE LULLS, AM THE ABYSS. 
THERE'S NOTHING TO 


DISTRACT ME FROM 
A VOID 1 CAN NEVER 
HOPE TO FILL. I 
FEEL... NOTHING. 


NOT RAGE. NOT 
DUTY. NOT EVEN A 
SENSE OF SELF. IT'S 

NOT ME STARING 
INTO THE ABYSS... 


THE O} 
APPROACHING "COMPAN’ 


COMES IN THE SHAPE OF A 
SMALL UNIT SELF-DESIGNATED 
THE TERRORCON: 


5 ay 


THEY—BEING HUN-GRRR, CUTTHROAT, BLOT, 
RIPPERSGNAPPER AND SINNERTWIN—SHAMELESSLY 
ASPIRE TO THE SHEER, UNREMITTING LEVEL OF 
CARNAGE SET BY MYSELF, AND IT SEEMS THE MORE I 
TRY AND DISTANCE MYSELF, THE TIGHTER THEY 
CLING. HOWEVER, EVEN THEY NOW APPEAR... 


TO HAVE DESERTED ME. 


I DECIDE TO FIND OUT WHY. 


THE 
TERRORCONS. 
WHERE ARE 
THEY? 


LET ME SEE 
WHAT I C-CAN 


EH? OH, 
¥-YOU MEAN 


I RATIONALIZE THAT 
THIS IS MERELY A WAY 
OF FILLING THE YAWNING 
EMPTINESS THAT. 
CURRENTLY THREATENS. 
TO OVERWHELM ME, 
NOTHING MORE OR LESS. 


A PLANET IN THE 
EIGERSON-48 SYSTEM— 
STRATEGICALLY IMPORTANT, 
THE DOMINANT SPECIES IN 
NEED OF PACIFICATION. 


THE, AH, TERRORCONS WENT IN. 
THEY NEVER CAME OUT. SINCE 
THEN, ALL FACT-FINDING MISSIONS 
HAVE BEEN SAVAGELY REPULSED. 
WORD IS, MUMU-OBSCURA. 


REAPERS. 


NG 


IN THAT SINGLE 

WORD I FIND ALL 

THE MOTIVATION 
T NEED. 


T ACCESS EVERY SCRAP OF KNOWN DATA, WHICH 
ULTIMATELY AMOUNTS TO LESS THAN NOTHING. 
THEY APPEAR TO BE THE EQUIVALENT OF 
BOOGEYMEN, CREATED BY FRIGHTENED BEINGS 
TO CONTROL OTHER FRIGHTENED BEINGS. 


BUT WITHIN EVERY 
MYTH AND LEGEND IS. 
A NUB OF HARD FACT. 

I SET OUT WITH THE 
EXPRESS PURPOSE... 


F SEPARATING THE. 
TRUTH FROM THE FICTION 


ON ARRIVAL, I BRIEFLY 
CONSIDER THE FATE. 
OF THE TEREORCONS, 


IF IT /9 THE REAPERS, 
IF THEY AMOUNT TO 
EVEN HALF THE SUM 
OF THE TALL TALES 
TOLD ABOUT THEM... 


THAT SAID, WHERE I CONSIDER, 
MYSELF SOMETHING OF AN APT 
PUPIL WHEN IT COMES TO THE 
GOSPEL OF APOCALYPSE... 


..CLEARLY THE 
REAPERS WROTE THE 
ORIGINAL COVENANT. 


I QUICKLY REASSESS: 
THE SCANT BUT ZUR/D 
ACCOUNTS OF REAPER 
ACTIVITY AND COME TO. 
THE CONCLUSION THEY 

BARELY QUALIFY AS 

GROSS UNDERSTATEMENT. 


Fea I—AND THOSE FEW, 
ELIABLE WITNESSES—FAIL 

NO GRASP iS 4 Wily, WHAT 
PURPOSE DOES THIS LEVEL 

OF DEVASTATION SER vee 


WHATEVER TACTICAL WORTH OR 
OTHER EXPLOITABLE ATTRIBUTES 
MUMU-OBSCURA DID OR DIDN'T 
HAVE, IT'S ALL GONE. 


THE REAPERS SEEM TO GO OUT OF 
THEIR WAY TO LEAVE BEHIND THEM A 
DEAD WORLD IN EVERY RESPECT. 


LITTLE OR NO ATMOSPHERE, 
THE BASE ELEMENTS OF ITS 
GEOLOGICAL SUB-STRUCTURE 
CONTAMINATED, ANY AND ALL 
INFRASTRUCTURE STRIPPED 
AWAY. 


JUST ANOTHER 
IN A SUCCESSION 
OF PLANET-SIZED 

MAUSOLEUMS. EACH 

A CHILLING PUZZLE 

PIECE IN THE 
CATASTROPHIC 
PLAI 


..I RECOGNIZE. 
OTHERS I DON'T. 
BUT THEI? UNIFIED 

PURPOSE AND 
INTENT IS CLEAR. 

THEY EXIST TO 

RAVAGE... TO 
DESTROY! 


AT LONG LAST... 
WE MEET. WELCOME, 
SIXSHOT, TO OUR 
WORLD. 


UH-HUH. WELL, CARE TO GO 
THATS MIGHTY MM ONE STAGE FURTHER ae ee 
ACCOMMODATING AND TELL ME IF THE WTO CLAIM THEM. 
TERRORCONS ARE mu 
STILL ALIVE? 


THE INVERTEBRATE (SPECIES 
UNKNOWN) GENERATES A 
BACKLASH FORCEFIELD OF A 
DENSITY RESISTANT EVEN TO MY 
SONIC BARRAGE PISTOLS. 


NO PROBLEM. 


FIRST, I TAKE 
OUT THE GROUND 
UNDER THEIR 


LGOT A WHOLE 
CASELOAD OF go 
Fw 


SY on 
I CONCLUDE THAT THE 
DEATHBRINGER—A BIO-MECH 
BRED FOR COMBAT IN THE 
HARSHEST OF ENVIRONMENTS— 
POSES THE GREATEST THREAT 


L REMIND MySELF 
THESE SIX BEINGS. 
LAID WASTE TO AN 

ENTIRE PLANET. SO, 
NOTHING FANCY... 


exzzs “ 


THIS ONE I DON'T 
KNOW. BUT AGAIN, 
CLEARLY A DESIGNER 
WEAPON OF MASS 
DESTRUCTION. 


ONLY ONE THING: 
ON ITS MIND— 


EE Sv ER 


FINALLY, IT GETS 700 HOT... 


Mi) AND I PEALIZE, GRUDGINGLY, THEY'RE 
TOYING WITH ME. OR, PERHAPS... 


Z 


AND A BUZZ O 


INTERDIMENSION 


HERALDS THE 
RETURN OF THE 
TERORCON: 


AND... WE CAN 
JUST GO ON OUR 
MERRY WAY, NO 
HARD FEELINGS, 
IS THAT IT? 
CMON... 


..WHAT DO 
YOU WANT? 


WE ARE—OR WERE—THE 
SAME AS YOU, SIXSHOT, ALL 
OF US COMPELLED 
UNNATURAL INSTINCTS, 
LOCKED IN A CYCLE OF 
DESTRUCTION, ISOLATION, 
DESPERATION AND—ALMOST 
INEVITABLY—MADNESS. 


WE DE AINED 
TO BREAK THAT 
CYCLE, REDIRECT 
OUR MURDEROUS 


PROCLIVITIES. 


NOW, INSTEAD 
OF WAGING WAR... 


WE SEEK 
TO END IT. 
FOREVER. 


AAAND... THIS IS 
HOW YOU GO ABOUT 
IT, BH? I GOTTA TELL 
YOU, THIS GRANI 
OF YOURS—WHATEVER IT 
IS—STILL HAS A FEW, 
AH, ROUGH EDGES. 


YOU DO NOT UNDERSTAND. 
HOW CAN YOU WHEN ALL YOU 
SEE IS WHAT OTHERS TELL YOU 
TO SEE? WHAT WE HAVE DONE 
HERE IS MERELY TO CAUTERIZE 
ONE OF THE UNIVERSE'S MANY 
BLEEDING WOUNDS. 


THIS WORLD HAS BEEN 
FOUGHT OVER FOR EONS, 
COSTING BILLIONS OF LIVES. 
BETTER SURELY TO TAKE IT 
OUT OF THE EQUATION ENTIRELY 
THAN LET IT CONTINUE TO 
BE THE SPUR FOR PERPETUAL 
BLOODSHED AND CARNAGE. 
ALL THIS... 


wwlS A MERCY. 


JOIN US, 


, ALL YOU HAVE TO 
SIXSHOT. WE OFFER. * a 
YOU A CAUSE. A DO, TO PROVE YOU 


HAVE TRULY CAST OFF 
FOCUS. We OFFER y 
; THE SHACKLES OF wl ERADICATE 
YOU AHOME: YOUR PREVIOUS LIFE... THESE FIVE 


SIXSHOT— 
CMON! WE... 
HAVE A BOND. 
YOU_DON'T NEED 
THESE MISFITS. 
YOU ALREADY 
GOT... ER 


THEY GO, AND A PART OF 
ME GOES WITH THEM. I FEEL 
THE WRENCH ALL THE WAY 

DOWN TO MY SPARE. 


WHEN THE 
TIES-THAT-BIND 
FINALLY, 
IRREVOCABLY, 
SNAP... 


..WE WILL 
FIND YOU 
AGAIN. 


AND ON THAT 
DAY, LET THE 


BUT I WAS WRONG. I'M NOT 
ALOST CAUSE, NOT QUITE. 
THE BADGE I WEAR STILL 
MEANS SOMETHING, THE ODD 
INDIVIDPUAL—OR GROUP—STILL 
‘STIR EMPATHY, OF A SORT. 


